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If once our Minds were fix'd on on Joys above 5 
e Troubles of this World cafe} proves —_—— 
But if Contentment be 4 Stranger, then 4. 
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_ UPON 


- Divine and Moral Sus mers, 
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A PENITENTIAL Hymn. | 
rigs 


# 


| Mr. CHARLES Hoexins, 
's Death-Bed, in Ireland. 


— O Thee, good God, at laſt, tho' lates F 
1 8 I turn: . = 
= £9 Not for my Sickneſs, but my Sins 
pi IC > - I mourn: E 
For all my Crimes thy Mercies I implore: 
And to thoſe Mercies thou haſt ſhewn before 
ad, God ie Grace that I may Sin no more. 


A 2 I beg 


(4] 
I beg Thy Goodneſs to prolong my Breath, 
And give me Life, but to prepare for Death. 
Pardon, O pardon my Tranſgreſſions paſt ! 
Lord, I repent ; make my Repentance laſt : 
Let me again this mortal Race begin; 
Let me Live on, but not Live on to Sin : 
Which if Thy heav'nly Wiſdom finds unfit, 
Thy Will be done, I willingly. ſubmit. 


Let Juſtiee take the Flaming Sword away, 

Or Man will acer abide the readful Day. 

O! by the Croſs and Paſſion of Thy Son, 

Whoſe ſacred Death the Life of Man begun; 

By that dear Blood which my Redemption 
colt, 

And by the Coming of the Holy Ghoſt, 

Deliver us from all the Woes to come, 

In th Hour of Death, and in the day of Doom. 


* , l I 
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But let thy ſoy'reign Mercy bear the Sway ' 


. 


83 
On the Bleſſed TRINITY. 


By Sir Jon CrorTs, Knight. 
To GOD the FATHER. 


Hou, God the Father hid from mortal Sight, 
That cloath'ſt Thy Self with everlaſting 
Light; 


Thou King Eternal, with thy quick ning Rays 


Give Life to my dead Soul; clear all my Days 
With thy bright Preſence; my weak Spirits fill 
With Pow'r, not ſubject to the Tempter's Will. 


Qive me a filial; not a ſervile Fear. 


Let ev ry Sin be ranſom'd with a Tear. 

Forbid me to deſpair or to prefume, 

Leſt Fear or Raſhneſs my beſt Hopes con- 
ſume. 

And when my Body in the Grave ſhall reſt, 

May my cleans'd Sor! in Martyr's Robes be dreſt. 


7 GOD the SON. 


Hou, Cod the Son, Fountain of endleſs Reſt, 
With whoſe rare Birth a Virgin“ Womb 


was bleſt ; | 
Thou 


1 

Thcu Prince of Peace, reſtore me with thy Blood, 
And waſh my Stains in. that pure crimſen 
Flood: 


My deep-dy'd Soul make white as .new-fall'n 
Snow, 

With thoſe mixt Streams which from thy Side 
did flow ; 


Let thoſe ſharp Nails that Pierc'd thy Hands 
and Feet, 


Thy Crown of Thorns in my Redemption meet. 
My Sins are all by Imputation thine ; 25 
Thy Suff'rings too are by Tranſlation mine; 
Then let thy Paſſion, Death and Burial be 
Pledges of everlaſting Life to me. | 


To GOD the HOLY GHOST. 


1 Hou, Cod the Holy-Gboſt,that ſpread'ſt thy | 


Wings 
Oer woundedSpirits, bathe me in the sprisgs 
Of thy diffuſive Joys; and ſtill impart 
Freſh O) / of Gilead to my bleeding Heart. 
When | am folded in the Arms of Death, 
Let fall thy Dew on my Expiring Breath: 
Let not a Doubt of one uncancell'd Sin + 
Daxe to diſturb my ſweet Repoſe within: 
284 All 


(7] 
All Clouds of Fear let thy bright Beams diſpel, 
That inmy Thoughts a Calm ſerene may dwell: 
So ſhall my Rock of Faith unſhaken ſtand 
In full Aſſurance of the promis'd Land. 5 
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Confolerations on the 88 Plalm 
By Mr. PRTIOR. 


| © ba Lord, on me thy Tudgments lye, 
And curs d I am, for God neglects my Cry 

O Lord, in Darkneſs and Deſpair I groan, . 

And ev'ry Place is Hell; for God is gone. 

O Lord, ariſe, and let thy Beams controul 

Thoſe horrid Clouds that preſs my frighted 
. Soul: 

O riſe, and fave me from eternal Night, 
Thou that art the God of Light, b 


Downward I haſten tomy deſtin'd Place; ; 
There None obtain thy Aid, Rs og ty | 
Soon I fall hein Death's deep Ocean d 
Is ' Mercy there? Is ſweet Forgiveneſs found ?. 
O! fave me yet, whilſt on the Brink I ſtand ; 


Rebuke the Storm, and ſet me ſafe on Land. 
O 
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O! make my Longings and hy Mercy ſure, 


Thou that art the God of Pow'r, 


Behold, the wearied Prodigal is come 

To Thee, his Hope, his Harbour, and his Home: 
No Father he could find, no Friend abroad; 
Depriv'd of Joy and deſtitute of God. 

O, tet thy Terrors and his Anguiſh end. 

Be thou his Father, and be thou his Friend : 
Receive the Son thou didſt ſo long reprove, 
Thou that art the God of Love. 


— 9 
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A HYMN for GoopFr1vav. 
By W. STRovD, D. D. 


EE,finful-Soul,thy Saviour'sSuff ring; ſee 

His Hands and Feet fixt to the fatal Tree. 

Obſerve what Rivulets of Blood ſtream forth 

His painful pierced Side; each Prop more 
worth 

Than Tongues of Men or Angdloan 3 

Haſte to him curſed Caitiff, and confeſs 


All thy Miſ-deeds; and ſighing ſay, *Twas 1 


That caus'd Thee thus, my Lord, my Chriſt, to 
O! 
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[9] 

O, let thy Death ſecure my: Soul from Fears, 

"And Iwill waſh thy Wounds with Floods of 
Tears. 

Grant me, ſweet JES * from thy precious 
Store 

One — Grace to fin no more. 


Veni | Gin: pki Ge. Porapbras'd 
by Mr. DzYDBN. 


(Deer Spirit, by whoſe Aid 

The World S Foundations firſt were aid, 
Come, viſit ry pious Mind 
Come, pour thy Joys on Humane Kind: 
From Sin and Sorrow ſet us free, 

And make thy Temples worthy Thee. © 


O Source.of uncreated Light, 

The Father's promis d Paraclite / 

Thrice Holy Fount, thrice Holy Fire, 
Our Hearts with Heav'nly Love inſpire ; 


Come, and thy ſacred Union. bring, 
To ſanctiſie us, while we fing. », 
Plenteous of Grace, deſcend from-high, 
Rich in thy e Energy ! 


Thou 


* 


[10]. 
Thou Strength of his Almighty Hand, 
Whoſe Pow'r does Heavn and Earth com- 
mand: 
Proceeding Spirit, our Defence, | 
Who do'ſt the Gift of Tongues diſpenſe, | 
And crownw'ſt thy Gift with Eloquence ! 


Refine and purge our Earthly Parts ; 

But oh! inflame and fire our Hearts ! 
Our Frailties help, our Vice controul ; - 
Subdue the Senſes to the Soul: 

And when Rebellious they are grown, 
Then lay thy Hand, and hold them down. 


Chace from our Minds th' Infernal Foe, 
And Peace, the Fruit of Love, beſtow : 
And, leſt our Feet ſhou'd ſtep aſtray, 
Protect and guide us in the Way. 


Make us eternal Truths receive, 
And practice all that we believe: 
Give us thy ſelf, that we may ſee 

The Father and the Sor, by Thee. 


Immortal Honour, endleſs Fame 
Attend th* Almighty Father's Name: 
The Saviour-Son be glorify'd, 

Who for loſt Man's Redemption dy'd : 
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And equal Adoration be, 
Eternal Paraclite, to Thee. 


— 
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A Penittential Hymn, by Bp. KING. 


Hen, O God, unto a Wretches Cries, 

Who low dejected at thy Footſtool lies: 
Let not the Clamour of mv heinous Sin 
Drown my Requeſts, which ſtrive to enter in 
At thoſe bright Gates, which always open ſtand 
To Such as beg Remiſſion at thy Hand. 


Too well I know, if Thou in Rigour deal, 

I.cannot Pardon aſk, nor yet appeal: 

To my hoarſe Voice Heav'n will no Audience 
grant, 

But deaf as Braſs, and hard as Adamant, 

Beat back my Words; therefore I bring to 
Thee 


A gracious Advocate to plead for me. 


What tho' my leprous Soul no Jordan can 
Recure, nor Floods of the loy'd Ocean 
Make clean, yet from my Saviour's bleeding 
Side | 
Two large and medicable Rivers glide. 
. B 2 


Lord, 


a 
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Lord, waſh me where thoſe Streams of Life 
abound, 


And new BR TUES DAs flow from eviry Wound. 

If I this bleſt Ablution may obtain, 

I ſhall not then deſpair for any Stain; 

Shall need no Gilead's Balm, nor Oyl, nor ſhall 

I for the purifying Hyſſop call: 

My Spots will vaniſn in his purple Flood, 

And Crimſon there turn White, tho*waſh'd 
with Blobd. 


* 2 3 AaS AEDT MA. FE" 8 K 1 EK 


A Profpett of Death. 


The vaſt Change from Life to Death! 
From Breathing unto Want of Breath ; 
From World and Light, and Senſe of Seeing, 
To Shades and Darkneſs, and no Being: 
From Heat and Motion, ſince your Birth 
Till now, to acold Lump of Earth; 

From dainty Fare and gaudy Dreſs, 

To Flannel-Claaths-and Rottenneſs; | 
From Hoarded Riches, Friends and Pride, 
And all your Worldly Joys beſide | 
You go, to try a new and doubtful-State ; 
This, This, O Mortal, is thy certain Fate. . 


| 
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[13] 
The Repentins Smper. " - 


By Mr. Sam. Prittiey® late * 


B 


St. John's Coll. Oxon. 


Ehold, O Lord. the wretched gute Pm in, 
And free me from this Labyrinth of Sin. 
My poor ſtray'd Soul does for her . 
mourn, oy 
And wou'd (but O too late!) to Thee. return- 
In vain, alas! She ſeeks the Path to find, 
So intricate the falſe Meanders wind; 
Doubtful ſhe ſtops, and fears to venture on, 
Leſt ſhe ſhou'd farther toww is * 
run; 
For many lead aſtray, but only One 
That muſt conduct th*'unha ae rer dete, 
Sweet Jeſu, grant her thy bleſt Clue to ſee, © 
To lead her hence, and guide her Steps to thee? 
Refuſe not her Repentance, tho ſo ate! 
"Tis greater to Redeem than to Create. 


7123 
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[ 14 ] 
A Midnight HYMN, by Bp. K x x. 
X 


Ord, now my Sleep does me forſake, 
L The ſole Poſſeſſion of me take: 
Let no vain Fancy me illude, 
No one impure Deſire intrude. 


Bleſt Angels! while we ſilent lie, 
You Hallelujahs ſing on high ; 

You, ever wakeful near the Throne, 
Proſtrate, adore the Three in One. 


Inow awake, do with you joyn, 

To prai'e our God in Hymns Divine: 
With you in Heav'n I hope to dwell, 
And bid the Night and World farewel. 


My Soul, when I ſhake off this Duſt, 
Lord, in thy Arms-I will entruſt. 
O make me thy peculiar Care; 


Some heav'nily Manſion me prepare. 


Give me a Place at thy Saints Feet, 


Or ſome falPn Angel's vacant Seat: 
TI ſtrive to ſing as loud as they, 
Who fit aboye in brighter day. 


[ 15 ] 


O may I always ready ſtand, irs 

With my Lamp burning in my Hand. 

May I in Sight of Heav'n rejoice, , 
When &er I hear the Bridegroom's Voice. 


Glory to thee, in Light array d, * 
Who Light thy dwelling-Place haſt Fe 

An immenſe Ocean of bright Beams | 
From ihy All-glorious Godhead ſtreams. 


The Sun, in its Meridian-Height, "Bo 
Is very Darkneſs in thy Sight: = 
My Soul, O lighten, and enflame a 

With Thought and Love of thy great Name. 


Bleſt Jeſu, thou, on Heav'n intent, 
Whole Nights haſt in Devotion ſpent; 
Bu I, frail Creature, ſoon am tir'd, 
And all my Zeal is ſoon expir'd. 


My Soul, how canſt thou weary grow 
Of Antidating Heav'n below, 

In ſacred Hymns, and divine Love, 
Which will Eternal be above? 


Shine on me, Lord, new Life impart; 
Freſh Ardours kindle in my Heart; 


One 


And make my very Dreams devout. 


116 
One Ray of thy All- quick ning Lighs * 
Diſpels· the Soth and Clouds af Night. 


Lord, leſt the Tempter me ſurpriſe, | 
Watch'dver thine own Sacrifice. 
All looſe, all idle Thoughts caſt out, 


Praiſe God, from whom all Bleſſings flow; 


47 


Praile him all Creatures here below; 
Praiſe him above y; Angelick Hoſt ; | 


Praiſe Father, *. and Holy * 


% 


wn. 5 AF 2 WY Wen 
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Hat Praiſe, what Thanks to Thee, my 
. God, Are due, 
Who haſt this Night pre 


ſerv'd Wont all IU 

O, may IL with this Morning-Light renew 
My broken Vows, and from this Time 

Abandon ey'ry Sin and Crime; 


And ſfudy Nothing but thy heavnly Wil. 


- in 
- 
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17 
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> AP 
"414? 


| werben Chak; 2 


And would have hid me in etetnal — | 


But Thou! dear Lord, Wich et 
S, 


A ſweet Intelligence doſt 
To Dwell for yer e * 


'  - That Ham Thine, and 1 


oe 1 uf 
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1 anhang am whiiike 


Nights of this tedious Length ; w when 
r „ echt 
Who nexd:aire Sleep ue f, ana viſeby 


1 | Whoſe Work wil ep for thr Candle 

THz 1 (Eight! 17 | 
Is Death Keen ries that I ſhwwd-eourt 
. Mis drowfiOImupe in this Ap Sort 7 
What Pleaſure is't for Half my Time to be 
„ — . 


[18] 
The chearful Birds, with early Notes begun, 
Sing Jo Pans to the riſing Sun; 
And all the Kiew ift * * * 
- 1:,.j Heads, 
And ſpread their, Leaves ven their fragrant 


b nes 


And ek Wehre with all their Pride to 
e 10 to dhöſd bright Fires which make 


em live. 


——— — . —— — — _ — — 2 2 > 


But I lie till detgin'd in burn Dreams, 
Tho thou aft up; und with thy Mive Beams 
Upbrai Nay; t ſt never ſet, 
But ine. K 0 ſ ach z fer 


Mun they. her Eyes. Gren, , thy aut 
raw . 1 ſpread Ragy.: ft Yo ei i 
Chaſing the Shades, doth makeiaconfiant Day; 
And with 16 Vaghur all dark Pra contivils, 
And ſhines at Miduigbi upon whichful Souls, 
ing) ne 101 ya 2 ier do's ad 
Lord, fince thy Luſtres by 'thipeirthen _ 
1 Ae intetrepiad; and Tina WH 
Of Mad yu. ad thoſe gre duc. 
Aon .;Tife |; „ei suis BIS 
From this ful Dung cloud; mans 
e3T 


OY i WEE 


at 


[19] 

Tear this thick Curtain, and reſtore my Sight; 

Tranſport me to the Regions of Light, | 
Where Nothing comes from whence a Cloud 

may grows. _: ;.,.*«4 / 

Where bleſſed Viſions Light Eyes beſtow ; 
Where holy Souls eternal Watches keep, 

Advanc'd above Earth, _ . 

Ex 
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A ſhort Hymn by N. Ino210, D. D. 


E bleſs Thee, God, the Father of us all, 

Aud celebrate the World's Original. 

The Hedv's: and: Earth, Gato and — 
Thee, | 

Join Praiſes in a ape is. 

Accept onr Aue Hymn, tho? ack X 
Lays -- X 8 = — 


Fall infinitely wh of bern Praiſe: 


And fince, great Source of Beingi we can never 
Praiſe Thes enough, well Magda praiſe Theb 
ever. rt 100 
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To the Memory of E. M. an eminent Dt. 


. vin lately deceas'd, 
A Pindarick Ops, | 


Muſe, 
To tell the Melancholly is 
And cloath her felf with fable Weeds, 

Such as will ſhew her Heart with Sorrow 

— bleeds; 

With Grief ſhe can't expreſs 

But in ſoft melting Verſe, 
That ſtill and filent vouls, as the dark Night, 
In which he vanid ſrom our Sight, 
To mount the Regions of eternal Light. 


Ho this good Prophet fell, 
That ahways liv'd ſo well, 


What ſawcy Meſenger durſs firike the Blow 


Of fatal Death, 
And ſeize his Breath 


Who always was in Readineſs to go 


Cou'd 


—— Friend invites u mourning 


Fe 


| > 0 2 : 241215 3 a 1 
Come hither, friendly Muſe, and tell 


[a] 
Couꝰd not his Piety command 
This cruel God to ſtand, 
And ſtop the Prefiure of his leaden Handa - 


3. 


Alas, he's cold Oh, for a Grave 
To bury the fad Tale! 
For Tears cannot prevail 
Where Goodneſs cou'd not fave! 
Learning we boaſt in vain ; 
A Grave is all we gain, 
For a Life ſpent in Study and in Pain : 
| Wretched Mortality! 
Cowdſt thou thy ſelf but fee, 
2 


4 ; 
| tn rs | "ur 
Since Sorrow comes too late 
To hinder his, bim haſten our own Fate? 
Of what ſtrange Atoms ate we made, 
That we of Death ſhow'd be afraid, 
That's but a quiet, cool, refreſhing Shade ? 
That we ſhou'd fear to mix with Earth, 
Our Parent-Clay that gave us Birth? 


* 
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[.22 ]' 
amen 20 big Ine Bye: 
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But ſtill, mefhinks, there's Horrot there: 
Something I have, but know not what, to fear ; 


The Grave's a ſolitary Place, 

Where L, iſe ne er ſhews-its Face; 
But is hung round, with deep Deſpair: 
There all the Furies dwell, 

For the dark Grave is Hell: 
And what is bs none here can tell. 

41 * 6. TY 2 
How fond of Life is vain Mankind 
Who alt hoſe Joys purſue 

That ſcem to make it new. 
— they can no other Pleaſur e ſind. 
But thou, my Friend, didſt higher go, 
Reſolv d ſublimer Things to know, 
Wing d Heay'n, 1 left us here. below.: 
For Earth was all: too little for thy Mind, 


A gn e ba. 
— THE £2 ' 
my 4 | Ait. | * 
12 LES ELEC 1 
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; B . as: 
Eternal Peace and Muſick are: 

That ſolid Calm, ari&that bright Day, 

Where S A ey. HY 

We here à Trhffled/Worldendure, , 

Alder eafie, Wen ſecure. 1; 20! 1 

Bleſt be thoſe Souls that dwell above 

In Extacies of murual Love: - 


ATSIUY | 
Upon rr Mah, Mr. AY 
244 544. ie 
Las what art thou? From what 
Cauſes doſt thou fpring 2: | 3 
7G Then Divide Myſitions Thing 
Tai me but know, and Nr zire me 
- Voite to ing | 
Art Thou the Warmth in Spring that Zepbyre 
breathas - IH 
Painting the Meads, and a whitling 
* the Deaves? 


r 
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(24 ] 
tha Creation fines ? 


But either Thou art 


— 


< 
i There is 1 
. Death 


Things: 
1 43.1 


[25] 
Some Men with Swords may reap the Field, 
And plant freſh Lawrels where they kilPd ; 
B ut their ſtrong Nerves at laſt muſt yield: 
They tame but one another nil. 1 


) , "They bend to Fate, 2 
And Gs 1 | 
While the pale Captives creep to Death. 4 
The Garlantl withers on your Brow ; 
FTben r 
Upon Death's purple Altar now Sch 
See n the Vidtor Victim bleeds. 
* All Heads muſt o nm? 7 
To the cold Tome I, tf 
Quly ihe ARtions of the Juſt. * 1 
Ne H mne in he Duſt A 
- — * 6 7 Sul. 1th N 
f - — n —— — 
EP Zacchæus clinding wp 6. 4 Tree to fee 
- Saviour paſs by. 
„ 55 W AY, | 8 
Ell Rep'd Zacebexs 3 ns a Step well 
47.9 as gan, a4. 5 


| From Earth toth? Irre, and M the 774 to. 
5 If. Re 1285 > Y:. hea oF 
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"Time fo ; be ere before Wealth, 


(HE Laſsof Wealth 1 much lament, 
But more, that Time decays: 
yo Wealth may be regain'd that's ſpent, 
g © But never AC Oy 


17 
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Under the Picture F an Infant laid ou. 
Dead on 4 Table, with 4 Death's 
Head a a Roſe- Bud by it. | 


IX n Emblem on thy Cloſet-Door, 
And be in. Love with Vanity no more. 
Death is a Haven to which all Winds drive, 
And where atlaft each Mortal muſt arrive. 
Be therefore wiſe, that when thy Corps ſhall li 
I. — — 25. | 
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Wo 7 e witte b By In 1 
LL-buſd Man, why dard thou tykefuch| 
Nr ech N ik 10) wrt 
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To lengthen out thy Les ſhort Kalendar ? 
iT = * : A Mr 


* 
of 
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Forget the World, and learn to die. 


— 
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When e'ry Spectacle thou look ſt upon 
Preſents and acts thy Execution. 
Each drooping Seaſon, ery Flew'r doth cry, 21 
Fool, as I fade and wither, Thou muſt die. 
The Beating of thy Pulſe, when thou art well. 
Is juſt the Tolling of thy Palfng- Bell. 
Night is thy Hearſe, whoſe ſable — 
Covers alike deceaſed Day and Ther: 
And all thoſe weeping Dews which ni 

fall, 
Are but as Ts ſhed for thy ee 


2 


* 
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* 


ior avon N 
* * 92 12 Ws” ; 
On thy ſoft Bodom wil L he; n 7. . 


O, Hraels watchful Shepherd, ſpred 
Toms of Angels round my Bec. 
D 2 
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3 
K of the Air, 


Whitſt 1 lumber, me enſtare :: 


on. guard thy Suppliant free e wm 
_ Claſp'd TI Er I: 


O, dart from thence a ſhining Ray, 
And thes my d. — 


| * 
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5. 
Thus ** in- Critnſad. dreſt, 
Breaks through the Windows of the Eaſt, 
Hymns of thankful Praiſe ſhall riſe, 
Like ixcenſ amthe. Au e. 2 


REN ? gal Arn 
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"Hort i is our Life, but longer i is our Reſt ; 
God e eee 
beſt ; (ro 112 0% Ci 14 
For he that tives: to Day, and dies to Marrow; 
* ſome Days of adhd: Yegrs of Sorroto: 
Man's 
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Man's Life, by Dr. C RBET, Bi 
"I TR aud 


Wy ei n em, 

Our Mirth? the Muſict of Diverſion. 
Our Mother's Wombs the Tyring Houſes be, 
Where we are Dre#d for Life's ſhort Comedy. , 
Earth is our Stage, Heay'n our Spectator is, 
Who fits and views hoe er doth 47 amiſs.” 


Our Graves, that hide us rom the Scorching 


Arelike drawn Curtains when the Play is 4 
Thus Playing run we to our lateſt Reſt, 
Where we all Dye * not in Jeſt. .. 


utes FR... 
0 A oPtlmeag. -. ; 
Vo ſhall dwell in thy Tabernacle Fe 
God + ” 3 


EI IE OO PIs 
6 God, who art without Chimpare 3.” 
Whoſe Eſſence Time nor Face can com- 

 prehend, ; 

On thine high Love and in thy Fear 
How tain would thefollwingWintersſptod? 


_ HP * 
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Within thy 7 emple 8 are 9 
Not taken Notice of by Carnal Eyes; 
Wherein who well his Mind employs, ; 
Is ty'd to Sweets, chain'd to Felicities. 
My Heart ſtands dis at thy. Door; 
Lord, let an humble Publican come in: 1 
A miſerable Wretch before! 
But now he ſmites his Breaſt, the Shop of Sin. 


4- 
What Sights I in thy Temple ſee, 
Ev'n ſuch as raviſh'd Pau! could neer expreſs? 
What Treafures of Felicity, - 


What Seas, what Gulphs of Thought tranf 
cending 0 . _— 


And whole are Theſe? Mir? ſure not ſo: 
What? Can a Worm poſſeſs ſuch Heav'nly 
Things ? 
Can Duſt, the Sport of Winds that blow, 
SubjeR to Death, reign with the King of King 
He, all whoſe Deeds Rill righteous are, 


That never paints his Actions with falſe Art; 
Who loves not only to ſpeak fair, | 


But what he ſpeaks, means fairly in his Heart. 
7 


; [31] 
. | | 7. 
Who never makes a Trap of's Tongue 


To catch th*Unwary, or the Innocent; 
Who never doth his Neighbour Wrong, 

Or, if he does, ſincerely doth repent. 

8. 

Tho? Others prize him, in's own Eyes 

His beſt Performances ſeem mean and baſe: 
Yet when in Others Good he ſpies, 

He honours and excites them more with Praiſe 


Who having paſs'd his Word, is ſure 
Is ready to perform his Promiſe ſtill : 

And, tho' a Looſer, reſts ſecure: 
For he no Loſs eſteems like Doing ill. 


10. 

Who alters not, for Bribes, or Threats, 

The ſettled Temper of his conſtant Mind, 
But vertuous Actions ſtill repeats : 


This Man, and only this, thee Joys ſhall find. 


Againſt Uneafineſs in Trouble. 


Mpatient Man! why do I grieveand mourn? 
Either I ſhall have Comnfort, a. 


[32] 
If Hopes, what Reaſon have I to complain ? 
If none, my Grief is fruitleſs and in vain. 


— — 
** 
. 


The Laſt Account. 


JF Ow blithe, ſecure, and briſk and gay 
Doth Prid: and Folly ſeem ? 
They find no Rabs to ſtop their Way, 


And think no Cloud will cloſe their Day: 
But Als a Golden Dream. 


— 


2. 
Is there a God, do you ſuppoſe, 
Proud Scandals of the Earth? 
Yes, there's a God, you'll find, that knows 
The Macbinations of his Foes, 
And willdiſturbyour Mirth. 


: 3. 
Tho up to Heav'n itſelf you fly, 

IJ 0 ſcape his angry Mind 
Or in the Oceans Depth do lie, 
You're not too low, nor yet too high, 

For his * Hand to find. 
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Goten awhile and on it here, 
If you will needs be Mat : 


4 1 
But 


33.1 
But, after all, ii will appear, 
How juſtly you that God will fear, 
Whoſe F-ar you never had. 


— __ 


The laft Day of Death and Fudgment. 


I. 

(GG Judge, when Death and Time their 
Trumpets ſound? 
And raiſe our ſluggiſh Bodies from theGround; 
When trembling Souls ſhall ſtand before thy 

Throne, 
And all their Sins ſhall unto A be known, 
What ſhall I do, what ſhall I ſpeak or ſay, 
Teexcuſe myſelf upon _ dreadful Day ? 


Can the World, Fleſh, 0 or Dey'l then plead my 
Cauſe ? 
No, They, and I thro' them, have broke thy 


Laws. 
Or will ſome Saint befriend me with his 
Tongue ? 
Saints then will hate me, *cauſe I've done Thee 


Wrong. 
Or ſhall I then preſume, my Elequence, 
Or Verſe, will quit me from my Life's 
E 


_ A 
3. 
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3. 

No, Horror then the proudeſt Tongue will tie; 
And Conſcience, lauder than my Voice, will cry: 
What ſhall I then deviſe to do, or ſay, 

T' excuſe my ſelf upon that dreadful Day? 
Il fay, my God, my God, that gav'ſt me Grace, 
My Father, O do thou my Sins deface. 


wn” | 4- 
Tho late I heard thy Call; on Earth I found 
Thy Judgmen's Trumpet in mine Ears did 
. ſound. 
Then I my Ref. rretion had; *twas then 
T left the Grave of Sin, that loathſome Den: 
Trembling before thee then my Soul did ſtand, 
Till thou didſt raiſe me with thy Royal Hand. 
5. 
Thou great Abaſuerus, thou didſt hold 
Thy Scepter forth of Mercy, not of Gold. 
Thou gav'i me Lite: Not that I ought could 
| claim, 
But only for the Sake of thy great Name. 
Behold thy Sen; on Him my Hopes rely. 
Say, bleſſed Jeſu, 45. not for me die? 


Oh gracious Lord ! behold, thou do'ſt confels, 
Im pne of thine, tho much I did tranſgreſs. 
But 


* 


Oo foo fwSo 


Zut 
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But ſince, at laſt, I heard thy gracious Voice, 

For ever in thy Mercy I'll rejoice. 
If thou thy ſelf, O Lord, my Cauſe will plead, 

Twill be a Day of Life to me indeed. 


—— 


— 


The Storm, by Mr. Sam PHILLIPS, 


I. 
Reat God! when arm'd with Thunder 
you prepare 
To ſend your Voice and Lightning thro? the 
Air, 


The melting Clouds mF down 3 our 
Head: 
And when we hear thi amazing Sound 
And fee the RAJ ſweep along the 
Ground, 
Ev'n thoſe that love Thee * thoſe Wonders 
dread. 


Poor frighten'd Beaſts ms for Shelter fly, 
But finding none aloud for Horrour cry, 
And trembling ſtand before the Lord of All; 
But where a Con/cience thunders too 
And Bluſbes ſeem thy Lightnings to outdo, 
What ghaſily Terrours on ſuch Sinners fall! 


E 2 | 3. 


S 3 


| 3- | 
Yet after all theſe dreadful Storms and Rain, 
be quicken'd Earth is ſoon reviv'd again; 
The ſprouting Graſs reſumes a verdant Hue. 
The Sun preſents a ſmiling Face; 
And purple Clouds appear with greater 
Grace; 


And Nature faded Pleaſures does renew. 
4. 


Thus while zxainſt weak Man, the little 
World, 

For Sin, thy Thunderbolts of Wrath are hurl'd, 
And fiery Flaſhes of a Guilty Mind; 

His ſhort-liv'd Pleaſures hang their Head; 

His momentary Joys are all decay'd, 

And trembling Thoughts (thoſe Beaſts) no 
Shelter find. 


$. 
His cloudy Brows diſſolve in Showꝰrs of Tears; 
Deep Sighs, like Hail-ſtones, rattle in his Ears; 
The Heart, that lofty Mountain, then does 
quake; 

That Mind, which Nothing cou'd ſubdue, 
Totters and reels, not knowing what to do: 

And the firm Baſis of his Soul does ſhake. 
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But after all thy raging Storms are gone, 
Thy Grace appears, like the Sun, 


And glads our Soul,and all our Sorrow dries; 
Then the cheer'd Conſcience drops har 
Fears ; 
The Heart reviving ſmiles, and no more 
fears; 
But Streams of Joy guſh from thoſe Clouds, 


our Eyes. 


7. 
If, Lord, without ſuch Tempeſts, thou doſt ſee, 
My barren Sou! will never fruitful be ; 
Neither thy Lightnings, Rain nor Thunder 
ſpare 3 
For if they will ſuch Fruits produce, 
Why ſhould the Garden of my Soul refuſe 
Thy Dreſſing; ſince tis given to thy Care? 


—— 


The devout Scholar. 


I. 

Hen I do with my ſelf deviſe 
To write ſome Learned Exerciſe, 
My Study moſt on God relies. 


2. 


£2 
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2. 
Perhaps, I read a Book or two 
With Care, as Scholars ought to do: 


And of my Thoughts I take a View. 


But when T've took mis honeſt Care, 
Upon my Knees I ſtrait repair 
To God, and aſk his _ in Pray'r. 


Thence to my Study 55 proceed : : 
No other Help at all I need: 
The Work 1 is done with Eaſe and & "I 


Fe 
O n wou'd you learn this Way, 
You wou'd not ſtudy Night and Day, 
But ſometimes ſtudy, — pray. 


The richeſt Vit, that e er was known, 
Derived is from God alone, 
And for its Author Him doth own. 


| 7. 

If this be plain, who wou'd deſpair, 
When he had gain'd God's Love by Pray'r, 
To ſhew both equal > and Care ? 


This is the Way, and only This 1 
Keep cloſe to God, you cannot miſs 
Either of Learning or of Bliſs. 


The 


* 
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The Wiſh, by Mr. SAM. PRHIII IS. 


5 
Ord, vouchſafe thy gracious Aid, 
T' aſſiſt me in this fearful Strife: 


Of my poor Sou J am afraid: 
To ſave my Soul Id loſe my Life. 


2. . 
Make me Fortunes ſporting Ball; 
Bleſs me to my greater Grief ; 
Never hear me when I call ; 

Only ſend my Sou! Relief. 


Make my Fr:ends my r Foes ; 

Let m' each Hour new Sorrows meet: 
Mix with b reſt Gall my Woes ; 

Only to my Soul be Sweet. 


Rather than fail of Heav'nly Bliſs, 
Do thou all #ridly Hopes deſtroy. 
May I all other Comfor:s mils, 
0 I at navy Ged enjoy. 


The Wiſh of H. "bo 
Dear Jesvs, 
Hen Death from Earthly Troubles ſets me free, 
How will my Soul rejoice to be with Thee! 
Admit me ſome low Place in thy bleſt Choir, 
Where, tho' I may not Sing, I may admire. 


A HYMN 
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A HY MN, 


TO THE 


SaviouR of MaNnxkino. 


! Mirrour of my Life and Days, 
Whilſt here I live I will thee praiſe; 

And when in Duſt my Body lies, 

My Soul ſhall chant above the Skies, 

Vntil that bright and joyful Day, 

When thou unto each Saint ſhalt ſay, 

Come, my Beloved, hear my Voice, 

My dear Beloved, and rejoice: | 

See, here's a Crown which I have kept, 

Whilſt in the Grave your Body ſlept; 

For you and all the bleſſed Seed, 

For which on Earth I once did bleed. 

This is a Crown which ne'er ſhall fade ; 

A Crown which I the Lord have made ; 

A Crown that raviſh will the Breaſt 

With Joys that cannot be expreſt ; 

A Crown that will out-ſhine the Sun ; 

And ſhining neyer ſhall have done, 


But 


1 


"3 


And new through all ETERNITY. 


[4] 
But bright and ſparkling ſtill ſhall be, 


This is a Crown, a Crown indeed; 
For ſuch a Crown who would not ſpeed ? 
All other Crowns are worth no Strife | 
Compared with this Crown of Life. E 
O, may this Crown incircle me, 
I humbly beg on bended Knee, 
Of thee, my bleſſed Lord above, | 
Who thus thy Saints doſt dearly love. 
And welcome be that happy Day, | 
Which unknown Glories ſhall diſplay, 
To all the bleſſed Saints; and then 
Of thoſe may I be one. AMEN. 


By F. L. 


—— 


—— 


U; on Divine PROVIDENCE. 


Commit thy s wnio the Lord, truſt alſo in 
big, 2 be all bring it to Paſs." 


Bo 
(Oui thy Ways and Goings, 
And All that grieves thy Soul, 
To him, whoſe.wiſeſt Doings 
Kule all without Controul : 


- 2 * 
- * * 
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He makes the Times and Seaſons 
Revolve from Lear to Lear, 
And knows Ways, Means, and Reaſons, 
When Help ſhall beſt appear. 


2, 


Unto the Lord turn wholly, 
For he will never fail 
To reſcue thee from Folly, 
If thou doſt but bewail 
Thy ſtiff· neck d Self- Reliance 
Shake off that Yoke of Hell, 
Whieh ever bids Defiance 
To him that governs well. 


3- 
Truſt alſo in him ever, 
Without reluctant Will: 
His Promiſes will never 
Once come behind thy Zeal. 
His Goodneſs knows no Meaſure, 
His Love and Care no End, 


For ſuch as wait with Pleaſure 
Till he Salvation ſend. 


WJ. 


3 
| And he ſhall ſurely lighten 
The Sorrows on thy Heart, 
| And with his Glory brighten 

Thy darken'd inward Part. 
When thou his great Salyation 

With wonck ring Eyes ſhalt ſee, 
Thow lt ſay, without Ceſſation, 

He loves and cares 4 Thee. . 


Above what Words can tell : 

And ſee us all releaſed | 

From Sin and Death and Hell. 

Direct us, O moſt Holy, 

| In the bleſt heav'nly Way, 

IT bat leads through this dark Valley _ 

| To everlaſting 18 5 


f — — 
Of Hell my Eternal Torment. 


I, 
Ternity ! tremendous Word. 
Home · ſtriking Point, Heart - pierci 
Beginning without Ending ! (Swe 


| | Bring it to paſs, O Bleſſed 


d ok 


[ 44 ] 
Eternity ! without a Shore, 
Where ever-fiery Billows roar, 
What is thy Sight portending ? 


2. 
What Pain was ever thought ſo great, 
That muſt not with the Time abate, 
- And loſe its utmoſt Rigour ? 
Eternity does never ceaſe, 
Admits no Manner of Releaſe, 
But keeps its conſtant Vigour: _ 


Or, as our Saviour's Words expreſs, ' 


Eternity has no Redreſs. 


3+ IEP 

Eternity! how lang, how long, - 
Thou ſeizeſt Senſes, Heart and Tongue 

With pannick Fear and Terrour ! 
When I reyolye thy dreadful Chains 

Enrthat-Abyſs of endleſs Pains, -  --- - 

I m overwhelm'd with Horrour, 
What's in this Life of Miſery 
So frightful as Eternity ? 


| Shou'd Hell endure 4 Years, 2 
As many Men this World of Tears 
Has ſeen from the Creation; 


One Glimpſe of thine unfathom'd. Deep 
Wou'd rouſe a Wretch from finful Sleep. 


b 
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As many Stars adorn the Sky, 
As many Leaves the Woods ſupply, 
You'd hope for its Ceſſation. 
, This Sum of Ages wou d but be 
One Moment to Eternity. 


But having fpent in endleſs Fears 

So many Thouſand Thouſand' Years, 
Thy Scene is ſtill beginning; 

When thou haſt ſuffer'd all theſe Times 

The juſt Reward of wilful Crimes, | 

Thy Thread ne er ceaſes ſpinning, 

Tireternal Now, who can unfold? 

Tis ever new, but _ old. 

O Lord, how is thy Sentence juſt, * 

In leaving Man, that Rebel-Duſt, 

To his deſervd Damnation 

Short wilful Crimes committed here 

With long Remorſe are puniſh'd there. 
O Woe beyond Relation! 

Weigh this, thou harden'd Heart and Face; 

Thy Time is ſhort, Death comes apace. _ 


| 7. 
| Haſt thou yet Senſe ? avoid the Snare; 
Thy Pleaſures fleeting Moments are, 


| _ Thatdyecas faſt as taſted; 


* 


Theſe 


[46] 
Theſe, at the Hazard of thy Soul, 
Doſt thou purſue without Controul, 
And ſeeſt thy Minutes waſted ? 
Thou ſenſeleſs Wretch, thou matchleſs Fol 
Thou laugh'ſ and W 2 Devil's Tool. 


As long as God eternal reigns, 

Hell Torment will be laſting ; 
They ſhall be plagu'd with Cold and Heat, 
Thirſt, Hunger: Fire ſhall be their Mea“, 
Their Worm is never waſting ; 


And this unequal d Miſery E 
Won't end till God ſhall ceaſe to be. 


Aude and rife from Jade Steep : 

Bethink thy af, thou ſtraying Sheep: 
Return by true Repentance : 

Ariſe, thy wicked Ways amend ; 

The Glaſs of Life runs to its End ; 

Then ſhiver at thy Sentence: 

within few Minutes Breath 

Thovu'rt ſnatch'd away by ſudden Death. 

| 10. 
Let neither worldly Gain nor Luſt, 


Ambition, Pride, nor golden Duſt 
Longer enſlave thy Paſſions ; 


s ( 47 ] 
Look how the carnal Lethargy 


O'er-ſpreads the great Majority, 


Who ſport with all Temptations ; 
Above all Things keep in thy Sight 
The *forenam'd long eternal Night. 


11. 

Moſt Reprobate of all Mankind, 

Bereft of Senſe, hard-hearted, blind, 
Why doſt thou love the Creature? 

Shall that eternal Gulph of Hell, 

Where Millions of Tormentors dwell, 
Neer ſhock thy ſinful Nature? 

Can then no Tongue, no Eloquence 'N 

Perſuade thee to a better Senſe ? "1 


12. 
Eternity ! tremendous Word, = 
Home-ſtriking Point, Heart-piercing Sword, . 
Beginning without Ending ! N 
Eternity without a Shore ! 
Where ever-fiery Billows roar, 
What is thy Sight portending ? 
Lord Jesv, when it pleaſes Thee, 


Bring me to bleſt Eternity. 4 
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The Maxims of the Wife. . 
mihi the Peruſal of Young and Old. 
Dore the ſole Creator of the World; and 


o 


f cially eſteem your Patron. re the Publick 
5 Good: reſpecting all good Peo Keep no 
"> ill Company, but converſe with thoſe whom 
you wou'd moſt reſemble. Be not Ungrateful. 
_ Occaſion no Curſes. Know your Self; and 
meaſure your Deſigns according to your 
Strength ; ſpending 3 with your 
Wealth, the one and other in Reaſon. 
Weeigh your Speeches. Abhor a Lyar, and 
the Lye but remember, that the Truth is not 
do be IPoken at all Times. Pardon much to 
„ Others, but Nothing to your ſelf. Be firm, 
but not obſtinate: if you have a Mind to 


— 
, 


neither Conſcience nor Honour, has liv'd too 
3 2 2 ; \.* | 12 
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